
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SONGS OF MANY MOODS 

A SONG OF HAPPINESS 

So many folk are happy folk — 
The feathered folk and furred! 

And many a kindly glance I've had 
And many a brisk bright word 

From squirrel and from gray fieldmouse, 
From cardinal and blackbird. 

It's only folk within the wood 

Can know my happiness. 
I did not tell my secret, but 

I heard the robins guess; 
The golden minnow knows it 

Beneath the water-cress. 



MAHHAVIS 

There is no. flower that would hide from him 
The mystic secret that the woodland knows — 
Not johnny-jump-ups in the shadows dim, 
Not foxglove nor the delicate pale rose, 
Nor any smallest forest thing that grows. 
For he is lover and interpreter 
To all shy life that blooms or sings, or goes 
Fur-clad or winged. He knows every burr, 
That clings to Summer's hem, and each brown insect's whir. 
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Mahhavis 



He loves the screech-owl and the screaming jay; 
His heart is tender to the fleet-winged swallow, 
To sea-gulls and to sparrows at their play, 
And to the hook-beaked hawks that swiftly follow. 
The marsh-hen, building by the sedgy shallow, 
Is not more gentle with her brood than he, 
Who finds her nest beside the tall rose-mallow, 
And lifts aside the fern, that he may see 
Her little fledglings there, and woo them cunningly. 

For him the forest is shot through with song — 
Wren-song and thrush-song thrilling from the trees, 
Bee-song shut close in mountain-pink; and strong 
Sweet arrowy notes from bugles of the breeze. 
With a laughing, curious lover's eyes he sees 
The sycamores, nymph-white, shake out their hair, 
Green as the locks of lithe-limbed Nereides. 
All things we dream of in the forest there 
Are real to him, for whom a flower is a prayer. 



SHADOWS 

I 

My dreams of you are sombre in the twilight 
As a hedge of bramble growing interlaced — 

A straggling little hedge with scarlet berries, 
Sharp to the touch, and bitter to the taste. 
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